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ON one side of the stage sat the musicians, two at
the guitar, and two playing small instruments
known as " bandurrias," a cross between a man-
dolin and a guitar, The women suddenly began
to clap their hands in a strange rhythm, monot-
onous at first, but which at length, like the beating
of a tom-tom, makes the blood boil, quiets the
audience, stills the conversation, and focuses all
eyes upon the stage, Then one breaks out into a
harsh wild song, the interval so strange, the time
so wavering, and so mixed up the rhythm, that
at first it scarcely seems more pleasing than the*
howling of a wolf, but bit by bit goes to the soul,
stirs up the middle marrow of the bones, and
leaves all other music ever afterwards tame and
unpalatable.

The singing terminates abruptly, as it seems, for
no set reason, and dies away m a prolonged high
shake, and then a girl stands up, encouraged by
her fellows with shouts of "Venga Juana,
11 Vaya querida," and a cross fire of hats thrown
on the stage, and interjections from the audience
of" preciosita," " retrechera," and the inspiriting
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